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“What T said. Yes, Augusta, I wish to | And what did Ifind? Little Johnny wak
ta'k; -:::: n;ayuu—truse;, fond, loving care; | dead. Little Magey was dead. My poor
mothing shall make me unsay it."”’ brother, whose leg was shot off while tinder

e spoke warmly and a manly glow rose orders confiscating cotton for his
to his face; but I would not give inbsé 3“1‘3 L] wast'homl:e. mcllfé ‘:agh)l?e%‘wg% 3; u.we:;t; sup-

i i i taken | porting him becatise he :
bc::_c‘laa:)l;gnly, that I did not want to I It “5..-1 D ey L Tost

“l)u-l(-l, us dro home. 1 camte hiu'k DOT. 1 found Mr.
entreated ; “‘an Bond had grownrich. He had contracts.—

; His brother was in Congress. His uncle
marry me, ¥es or no. 5 or W __ gres

that 1 w;mtyvou to take care of me. a {gwnd of Lincoln's. He m__m{e war Bpgec{;
much older than you are, you know."’ —dfilled quotas, gave bo““élm and with }

I don’t know what possessed me. I said | stay-at-home nt*li?ﬂmrs v big bounties
“no.”  Oh, how I would have liked tnﬂg‘; and eseaped all the ealls and d . They
eall the word. but it was spoken, and he roSe | gave town bonds. These bonds ran me 4
with a clonded and disappointed face. He | debt, for they were mortgagvs on our little
lingered a little, asked to know why it was farm. . They amounted to five hundred dol-
no instead of ves? 1 said we could not be | lars. Three hpndrcd.mrc than I had boun-
happy together. He bowed gravely andleft | ty. I couldn’t help it, for while 1 was in the
me. I suppose he was hurt, for he did not | army it was easy for those who did ngt go t&
add a wnrr&. No assurance of friendship, of | mortgage my farm in that way. -
good will, no hope that I would relent or I lost an arm. I earned less than T would
| change my mind, passed his lips. The door | at home. I retwrned—I am now working,

closed upon him. I heard the garden gate { Maggy, to pay myself for goxliiw war,
fall to, and I fell intoa sort of stupor. It/ losing my arm, to kee Mr. Bond at home
was over. What madness had made me | %0 that he could play with his !r;fcand'bab}eg,
banish him? Every step took him away | speculate and get a political mﬁuepe_q while
further from me—never—never again shoul | I was fighting—not to restore the Union, but

we meet. Perhaps he would not have left | to enrich him. ;
me then, if I could have spoken the truth Tts pretty hard, Maggy, I don’t o a9
Ah, if I could have said to ‘ﬁm. “T cannot | much for me, for I'm growing old, and its
be happy with you, because 1 love and youn little account a poor manis, dead or alive.—
do not; because my love and pride would But you, #‘_IRPFV.—}‘UU Are s dear to me as
suffer all day long if I were your wife ; he- | Mrs. Bond isto him. Your lips are as sweet
: , to me, your bosem f5as sacred, your eyes are
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with the widow, and I could only inwr-|
fere ; besides I could not bear to see
them together. It was very wrong and
very useless, but it wasso. Mrs Gray often
came to sec me. 1 cam pot say she comfort-
ed me much. She gave me a word of wea-
risome advice, and teld me much that I
would rather not have heard. What was it
to me now, that accounts kﬂ;t him so often
and so late with Jessie? ay were both
free, and ¥ he ghose to forgive her and
marry her, and if she chose to marry once
more for money—I =wy it again—and what
was 1t to me?

And yet T suppose it was something after
all; for when Mre. Gray left me one after-
noon in February, I felt the loneliest being
on this wide earth. She had harped again
upon that hateful string—that Mr. Thomp-
gon seemed quite smitten with Mrs. Norris
“And what do you think, my dear,”’ she
added “‘he thought yvou were gone. He
scemed quite surprised when I said { had
secn you on Sunday. -*“What, is she not
gone,'" he asked. “gone to London?'"' *“*No,
indeed. What shuuﬁl she go to lsondon for?"”
He did not answer that, but frem something
said, 1 saw he thought you were engaged to
be married. *‘I wish she were, poor dear!”
I replied : ““it is a hard case to be so young |
and se lomely.”

I do not know how long Mrs. Gray had
been gone, when Carlo gave a short bark;
the gate bell rang; Isaw a tall dark form

N ’ . <
And they all said, * It is good counsel. —
Let us ish the Constitution and Uniom
of the Fathers.”
. Then the second advanced to the throne,
*21 L took the skull which he filled with blood,
drank and addressed them as follows: “ It
/is not only the Conmstitution snd the Union
: &t wast be abolished, but sderce snd
L thought also ; for science teaches men o
)| kmow that which is mot for our geod, and
. '%nnght‘malma-m‘lyto contend against

ree.
Aand all answered, ‘‘ et ua abolish science
| and theught.””

The third after imitating the example of

first two nw&mg blood, thas spake :
*“When we haVe plunged white men back to
the level and brutishness of the negro by
taking from them their legal rights, science
and theught, we shall have accomplished
much ; but there will still remain somethin
else fur us to' do. The brute has instinet anﬁ
mussﬁrmpnthies; therefore our subjects
ghould not hear the voice of any other peo-
por read any but abolition papers, for
fear if one should murmur and become rest-
less, another might be tempted to do the
same. Then do ot let Demoeratic papers
be circulated among our serfs."’

And theyall answered, It is good coun-
sel. Let no report come from without into
onr abolition distriots. Proseribe the free-
dom of speech and of the press.”

And the fourth also drauk of thered foam-

vou,” he insisted, ‘“‘and then you will do m
little heedless Jessie —the poor childis
darling. Besides, I have set my heart on
something.”’

This crowned all. T guessed his meaning ;
he had a younger brother for whom he meant
me. e had all but said so this evening in
the'garden. “It would do Johay who was
rather light, all the good in the world.” 1
could not bear it. 1 rose and went up to
aunf. =

“What news, aunty?" T asked.

“News, indeed!”” she replied, amazed.
“There’s Jessie going to marry my cousin
Mr. Norris, old eno gﬁ to be her father. 1
wonder what he ﬁIPJo with the little flirt.”

There was a pause. -

Mr. Thompson came forward. T did not
dare to look at him. _

“What Jessie is that 7"’ ke asked. “Sare-
ly not Mr. Raymond’s cousin ?"’

Yes; the same. Do you know her?”

“T have seen her at Mrs. Gray's."”

He spoke very calmly. I suppose he did
not beheve it. 1 pitied him ; from my heart
I pitied him.

“Perhaps it is not true, aunt,’’ I said.

“Not true! why she writes it to me her-
self—there's her letter.”

I looked at him now. He was as pale as
death, but very firm. Neither troubled look |
nor quivering lip gave token of the eruel
storm within. Something now called my |
aunt out of the room.

Mr. Thompson's Umbrella.

ou would practice Che-
"hompson hikes music.”
Ok! how sick [ was kearing abeut Mr.
Thompsen! My peer aant, she meant it
very kindly, of cewrse, but she little knew
bow she made nre hate those single gentle-
men whom she so wished me to please. I
was an orphan, and had forty pounds a year
and my aunt’s asnuity died with her; so
su;tmﬁvose her anxiety to see me married was
both commendable and natural, but to me it
was dreadful, Moreover, perhaps, because
I was a proad girl, and perhaps, too, because
I way a foolish one, the mere fact of a man,
young, or middle—aged— for only the old and
wedded were excluded—coming to the house
on my account, made him de
eyes. [ should not wonder ithat was the
reason why I pleased none. I waszaid to be
retty—I may say that now, alas! it is so
ong ago—but plainer girls, with no Ereater
advantages than I had, went off at a premium
iu the marriage market, and 1 remained
Augusta Raymond, uncared and unsought
for. I did not care, not I, I only lamented
that aunf would worry both these unfortu-
pate gentlemen and me, with vain efforts to
make them admire me, and make me like
them. She was my best friend, however,
and I loved her dear'y. So I now =at down
to the piano and played Chopin's march, and

uawm

pin’s march.

I wish
Mr. 1
these unlucky words,”” he

do tell me whether you will

Let it be, if you like,
am
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ble in my

! ‘om haas fast anc hored
ehanee in the race,
1o his pinc=.

far up ou the bl
“rumbles the vid -u-g

ﬂﬁhm for the moment stands
ot .

i03 e bigh eivirg bilis
Wl“m duty

the old l.h_lﬂ mg #t stifl be presery-

in -“.'*““ Jine,
mmd durk lresis of Pixe.

ne'er anerved,

rdy of tands and of wilty,

Sh Rl nniads otle

from her evergreen Wife.

taxed, that we may reign securely.
create in eve
terest o - 3
State, &e. Im this way all will be divided,
hate each other and not write against us.”

And all replied, ** It is good counsel.
us divide the people and the union that we
may always rule. Unity among the States
and the ple will ruigt us ™’

ing blood and said : *“ We have our interests
and the people have theirs, which are di-
rectly opposed to ours. If they write to de-
fend those interests against us how shall we
over-power themm ? Let us make division by
unjust legislation on the tariff and bouds not
Let us
State, city amd hamletan in-
to the interest of every other

Tt

&h‘ra('ticed for the benefit of the devoted Mr.
hompson, who was to come this evening,
and who little knew, poor fellow, he had
been invited to epend & week with us for the
express purpose of falling in love with his
second cousin's. niece. fhad aot seen him
since [ wasa child. He was & yormg man
then, tall, dark and grave, and already on
the road to prosperity. 1le was a rich man
now—at least, rich for such a poor gidas |
was, but he was Mr. Thompson, and 1 hated
him ; he must be old, guite old.

T thought of all these things whilst 1 was
playing, and then forgot them, for the divine
music bore me away, and music was a pas-
sion to me then,

**Augusta, may I look at it?"’ he asked,
lancing toward the letter which my aunt
ad handed to me. i

I could not refuse him. ¥ gave him the |

letter. He read it through with the same
composare, then looking for his umbrella, |
which he would always keep in a corner of |
the siting-room, he said very calmly :

“I think I xhall zo and take a walk.”

And he wemt out, and we saw him no

more till the next morning, when he left us.

My aunt was disappointed to find that Mr. |

Thompson had not preposed to me afer all,
and I was burt to the heart’s core by the |
coldness of his adien. My value has gone

| Kind.

| come to make some sort of an excuse.

| pass aeross the window, and my little maid
opened the door saying—

“Mr. Thompson, wma'am.”

I rose. He eame in, with his umbrella as
usual, and Carlo went up to him and wagged |
a friendly welecome. I could not say one
word. was rlrr.'mifu“y agitated. [ felt |
quite sure he had come to tell me that he |

| meant to marry Jessie, and to ask me to go |

and stay with them, or something of that

Nothingelse could have broughthim. |
Or, perhaps, as Jessic had, no doubt, told |
him that I was gone, ke had, on learning the |
truth, felt ashamed of his coldness, and had |

He

had none ; but he asked how I was, took a |

| said all this, wonld our meeting have ended

| Mr. Thompson.

cause it 1s easier to do without vou than to
have you on these terms.””  1If | could have

thus? It was too late to think of that now,
but it was not too late to suffer. I buried
my face in the pillow of the conch’ on which
I was sitting, and eried and sobbed as if my
heart would break.

Poor Carlo’s eold nose, thrast in the hand
that hung down' by my side in the folds of
my dress, roused me. I looked up and saw
He was veryred and looked J

flarried.
“T have forgotten my wmbrella,”’ he said, |
a little nervously.
Yes, there it was in the corner, that horrid

\ house as Mr. Bond has

as deecp, your voice is as good to me, your
touch, is as thrilling as it rests on my i
hody, yoir kissis as weleome to me as Mrs.
Bond's kiss is to him. I know we can't wear
broadcloth—nor silks—ndr have a clean pai
of undarned stockings every day—nor clean
white tnderclothes every day. Nor can we
bave such =oft carpets—nor stich costly dish-
es—nor such fine horses—hor such a fine
We listen to the
robin—to the canary bird. They nde out
with their children—we walk out to the
grave where onvs sleep.  We drink water—

they drink wine. 5
And, Magey, yonr hands are hard with

| Where Guezxwdaos their shadows cast over the

lain.

e W'm-mum-u--
Whaers kespa gnod d wagd,
Yue pacpin. = i e > b il st
Where Bawron. ‘mid the iifls stretches out,
The brave withh many n vhout.

014 Fumwacazrx calls for a in the froy,
Mbm%_ ndce . boys , barra |

' u
T A T 1
Old Rus anders the willows amang. I
|

| toil, but your heart is warmer, and dearer
| and truer than I think Mrs. Bond's heart is
for you ncver flirt your skirts in the faces of

down with my cousin's faithlessness; mine
had been at best but a reflected light. I was |
kked because Jessie was loved.

She became Mrs. Norris soon after this
She was married from my aunt’s house, out |
of regard to Mr. Norris, who was related to |
] her, and who disliked Mrs. Gray. ““That
'b

And the fifth having twice filled the hu-
man skull with blood and emptied it, said :
“1 approve the measures ; they are good
abolition regulations, but insuficient. For
our parposes it is well to make men brutes
by destroying the distinetions God has made |
between the races, and to frighten these
| brutes, and strike terror into them by inex-
orable laws, and eruel punishments, if you
would not sooner or later be displaced by
them. The Reconstruction, or Destruction
Committee, or “Central Directory’’ is the
thing for us. They speak and itis done, they
command and the nigger stands fast.

All answered, ‘It is good counsel. The

“My dear! Mr. Thompson!" =aid my
aunt’s voice, as I closed the instrument
tareed round and saw him ; tall, dark, grave
very little altered, and not at all old. We
bad expected him for dinner, and he had
come to lumcéheon ; I forget how the mistake
arose. As he opened the garden gate he
met my aunt.  They heard me playiog, and

chair.-looked rather hard at me, and with- | umbrella of his! But instead of going to
out waiting for an answer, I feared he was | look for it, he suddenly came and =at down
not very “LII ! on [h{; qj'nni‘h ]1_\‘ me. " I{<J n.ﬂt k‘l\l‘l“’h““’ I : ,l{
“Oh! T am not ill, you know,”" I replied, | looked, but [ felt ready to die with thame. | th_"-‘-‘_‘—‘ \’h'? are still psorer than nm’we, and
a little carefully. *1 trust youare well, Mr. | He took my hand and kissed it. - | ‘;“‘:F Bl _\.i'.‘uir nese in disdain of poverty, 2
Thompson.” ) | “My dear Miss Raymond,”" he sid pa__-r-i -l'f‘"‘%'-:?'t ':' fie"‘t to et in'an lbes when th
usy-body,”" she called her—and I am afraid He said_he was very well, and looked at | suasively, “I can not bearto give you up, in- w"r{“!f,c f'-\::-lrh "I'“%g:l:'? ‘lt:;‘i?e Eﬁ):e enl:e n:
. ﬂt“od bs. one O.F !hc W ndﬂWr‘ to li.-"tl“l. hpn | ShL’ was .8. b“-‘*y-t}nd}'. 1*“}1{3 te;L;cd_ me un- | lllL' :‘“'l?‘. ]"t_lr a“‘hilt‘ “"l“ woere b"[h ?‘ll{llt l li!'l{'iil [ 1"""’ ”“'l- . o ri i‘ I u‘:—"* i‘f' l hs'-L f{’r (;f‘ Course whcn I went
' T ccased, they encered the room, ausl it was | mereifully about Mr. Thompson. She was | spoke first. My remark was scarcely a gra-| 1 voker at him i.n“ 'nit:ert_ Y aked | B w: | et the runs o mSioaiiiaeciid i
then that. as I said. I saw him. . sure, she said, he had made love to me; and | ©lous one. L I'hen do you really iKG et ASKEE | not fit when 1 came back-und L had no mon-
I did not know it et the time: but T knew | she looked at me with cruel sigmificance as| _ ‘T heard you were so much engaged that | ‘Do I really like you \}h} whad eloe | ey to win my election if I had been fit. And

it la.ter; [l&ed him {rem that very moment. she Fpﬂke. But 1 }Jt,tm}-mi peither his se- | I _--c:m;c]}' OX]'u‘xt‘J_‘.d to see you, I said. | l:a}:|-.] l’wn_-Tl sayving all along? - . = 3wtk “_'”'_k You and I must work:
T amn not sare that every girl wonld have | cret nor mine; and though_ she vexed me | I was vexed with myself as soon as I had 1' “\ ou said you wanted to take care of me. ™ | W must sell our early arden produce—our

liked Mr. Thompson. He wasdecidedly good | when she quizzed him to Mr. Norris, e= |said it. He might think I was annoyed at Oh, if we are to go back to that—— he | Frosh Butter—enrly iiickels—Fresh

Habstruction com,nﬁttce ' is the prime lead- lookimz. and he was both shrewd and pf‘:n&_ 1l‘ia]l_\' about his umbrella. 1 did kevp - | his ]ung ﬂ}ht‘lli,-i-_.;lﬂd. !-'u:-pl_\-, I wasnot. DBut | ln?:nn. !‘!"Fll.'.hf'i_”_\'. But wv__dul not gn_l\ack | &"-- -‘_ - for'thc-ae‘ t:ate‘s muﬁt ‘be 3 Gm
er for us.”’ amt; but ke bad a quaint and abrupt manner | lent. | he took my implied reproach very well. He | to that; went back to nothing, for & miscrs: | tax gatherer does not_stop at \fuﬁond's
The sixth dravk blood, andsaid : “I ac- | which was apt to startle strangers. 1 liked | ‘T am surc he will be married with his | answered that he had indeed, been much en- | DI girl suddenly became the happiest of | He owns nothing but '7ni'£3d48£at;“ Bonds.
knowledgn. the advantages to B Gies lied 46 sl Boserin. & Bbad dhaksoocutncity uribrella under hiksrte.”" dhe suid the even- E:u:«-ll.‘ l;u:_ that everything Was over now. | Wli‘l.lll;'n_ Still 1T was not satisfied. &7 1 | Th-rw I\l‘l: zohen Hillswitl"—l e ﬁ‘ £ them
The boys that will answer st every call. | our party from prompt, terrible and inevita- | which never took him too far, and that slight | ing before her vwn wedding. *“Don’t you | Mre. Norris, headded, badictt this morning. | Ko womle: ok hm:f}‘ cnln--ﬁm:\l'}-.. : ]n ]?:yd —like the green fislds with the blood I lost
From the hille 6f Wotws PLEssart wa bear : ‘hurra.’ | ble punishment. But there are hevoic and | want of polish which gave great flavor “to | think so?" I did not answer her. T went | “*She left in no very o ntented mood, I | “f:"ll""‘]‘_‘ *'l“' _'lf"I‘ h"_”" le umbrella, SHEY from myv arm spattered and spilled thereon.
The flag fats A'oft, they are victors to-.iay. | courngeous souls who brave-punishments.— : m‘er;'tl;ins he said or did. If liked all, ex- | out into the garden and wi wmdered how she ,"31’"“"‘< he ”‘-‘*1“““’"- I'he balance in h-:r 5 “'f_‘,‘."‘ “ CICROWS: - R Ty o He has 2 hundred thousand d]:u]];;r: worth of
The hundrads of WkMuocx sra moring us ane, | Would you govern men easily,enervate them | cepting his umbrella, That T detested. It | had charmed® him. Alas! I' might have | favor waslow—lower than I had expected. | ery true,”’ he replied, with his pecuhiar | these bonds. He bought themn with the mon-
And there -1‘ ‘“i. ‘coutast be spesdily won | by voluptueusness. Virtue is of mo use to | waslarge, soiled, massive and dreadfully ob- | wondered how, without secing it, he had hade e : : i i
And : ’ g vear. This and a few jewels eonstitute the | In throngh the window first, and saw you |
l‘ﬂm ﬂ

And gather strength while warching sl ong
And Bemywees full comes 10 the Sede,
For “(‘F‘Am- tgreat is ber might.

mmsmmm:-m:.
ls up i sound of 1he « fum.

And Buoow claime 16 Bave, though io numbers o

no taxes to be paid on them. Youand I,
Magev, with our little earnings and raisi
—with our old horse and wagon—by work-
| ing early and late—by selling the best and
using the poorest, pay all the taxes. We
pay the interest on the town bonds—and we
must pay the principal when the time comes.

We must build the roads.

We must build the bridges.

We inust erect school-houses.

- A : - - Mrs. Norris has something like a hundred a | smile; “but I did come hack, and I glanced ey he made out of the war. And there are
‘numbers are fw, | us ; it eacourages resistance ; let us control | trusive. He had it in his hand -on that charmed me, | ¥ 1 _ _ ) ! ti | J i
Jessic's marriage was 2 Wow to my aunt. | net proft she derives from her marriage. hiding your fuce on_that cushion, and sarlo |
She had a}wuyﬁ thongh®th® I should go off ni ii']\'il}l'. these .~gu-f'|li:_ﬂmn.~a can T:UT‘}»{'. re- l"mkinu_nt you :l.-‘li he thought itstrange j.-_~u. |
first. She was also eruelly disappointed by | peated often you see. I'he capital of youth should be %o forlorn, and so I came 1 for
Mre. Thompsons indifference. and pcrhr.l'.- and beauty has but a tine—a brief one; itis | MY u?l:'hr--.!-'l ' _:131-]. to tell you the truth, 1
she mi.n}asc-‘ the meaningzof my altered looks. | apt to wear out, and the first venture ought had forgotten it on purpose.
age and patriotism of the people by corrupt- | hobby. My earliest smbition as a boy was to | I believe I got pale and thin just then. And | to be the best. Mrs. Norris, not having Perhaps he only said it to please me, but |
ing them with Green-backs.”"- possess an umbrella, and my greatest happi- | I was always playing Chopin's march. found it so, is disappointed. 1 suppose it is | as 1 looked in his face 1 did not _‘h'"k 80 |
Then the seventh crowned Abolitionists | ness as a man is to go about with one.” “My dear,’’ said my aunt to me one even- | hatural, but you know I can not pity her | then; and though years have passed overus |
having drank blood from the skull like the | Of eoursewe did not speak about his um- | ing. “is not that very mournful ?”’ very much. both, I do not think so now. |

peepared her full duty 10 do. | the greater part of our dupes by robbing the | bright warm day, and long as our acquanit-
m ’m: milieans, | Treasury and raising corruption fands by | ance lasted [ vever saw Mr. Thompson with-
old Carawisss t's wac-baliag u""" leﬁlrnlmlmg.l' e & ) L1 | out it ]I.:m,-r.dw!:cn Omi intimacy had pro-

_ o . All answered, ““ It is good counsel. Let | gressed, T taxed him with this. **Yes,” he

* I _'“w“' Smiss displege, us exhaust the strength and energy and cour- | said good humoredly. ‘I confoss it is my
thusders, the yeomen com» 3

WW‘W and worth.

it A

.%z-'.ém p =

W Cosvxouax bound to be free,

Asd1 &hﬁﬁ ata Wilt Ant b8 aut-Aena,
muu i fill Ber Brut battle iy won.
coming frem Geaver. two handred or More,
on we leve, Lo restors.
with n thundering “Bout,
“ﬂh_ﬂqﬂt*““m

b Lill it echoes agrin,
' &ua the ferce township of

T2y

And Mirfiy resp

Exeaies oF TaE Coxsrirorios, Uxiox
anp Lispety v CounciL.

heavily over our nation,
dome over a tomb, and
: ;h of night but a
e flappingof great

from time to titzg was Ifg:d
sed, and i tolt i st
ed, and every patriot sou
and a shadder ran through

lighted by the

in purple, were

| lamp,
on seven seats of iron. In th

others; said,with hisfeet on the prostrate lib- | supposed not, but all that cold hard talk
erty-pole and the Constitation ; “Downwith
President Johnson! There is war to the
shall we alienate the

how ple from him

imn over the professed priests of Christ.—
d they will commmand the ple in the
name of God to submit to usin eve thinf
we may do and order, and the people wi |
believe them and obey for canscience sake ;
and henee through these bought hypocrites
we can keep up
and ill-will and our abolition party
be more stable than ever before.’

tion, for they can mostly be
way.” Therw suddenly the lamp which Light-
ed the hall was extinguished and the seten

ness.  (May :
be the fate of their whole party, for they all
love darkness ratherthan light,
deeds are evil.) Then a voice was heard say-
ing (to a good man, who, at that moment

States, and prayed for the peace of the

ple,) ** The day of deliverance approaches,

preserve the right, adore and fear not.”’
JEFFERSON,

Died of Grief.

wankee W

that city lately.
Strausburg
old, named Willie, a young Newioundland
dog, which was also mflocd Willie. The two
became very much attached.
mouths ago the dog was run overby the team
of Mr. S., his leg broken, and he njured so
seriously that it was found necessary to kill
him. The grief of the little fullow wasinex-
s cried incessantly, and called
: for his companion. ‘IZhe father,
to quiet s grief, had _thed‘:ﬁ'uhidc stuffed,
Rut “l:le mt:lsﬁed sinfilil;dsi only for a day.—
nother dog, in appearance, was
rchased for the boy, but he would no
attention to it, alling constantly for mﬂlie.
Every effort was made to distract the little
one's attention from the object upon which
R e b it hed, Dugging the
y in e

stuffed in close to him, moaning fre-
gwem@y, just abovea whisper, and sometimes

out into of grief, and

calling loudly for Willie. Hawouﬁ'at,yery

| little, and every day when food was given

him, be would offer it first to_the object be.
8 | . 3. upon no attention being

his desire, would throw it aside.

P EEPHLER id
and when being el o

About two years ago Mr.

death, eternal war between him and us! But |

7|
It is a vain effort for us alone. What shall |
we do then? Listen to me. We mustby or other, 1 also fels that Mr. Thompson
bribery, with riches and homor and power, | treated me like a little girl; and so he did

And all answered, **That is our true poli-
Let us gain over the Priests by corrup- |

ined in this | ing, and we were in the garden together.

| knew by this time how 1 felt toward him.

crowned abolitionists vanished in the dark- |
God grant that this may soon |

scause their |

watched for the Union and rights of the
| then.

| Jessie at Mrs. Gray's, proposed to her, and
been accepted. Froni the moment he men-

A tonching incident is related by the Mil-
: », as having' oceurred in

for his ehild, six years

About two |

brelia on this the first morming we spent to-
Mr. Thomr:_snn praised my music, |

gether.,
and, Jooking me full in the fuce, told me 1
Ela_ved divinely. He sai it without pream-

le, and I saw he meantit. My aunt was
delighted and 1 felt pleased ; but somehow

—not._merely then, but ever afterward.—
Tiresome man! 1 had thought him old be-
fore I saw him, I could not make him
thiuk me old now that he saw me.

Mr. Thompson did not stay a week with
us, but a month. Oh! that happy month,

tual strife, contention | with long gelden days and delicious evenings
power shall |

| forget it?

and music and sweet converse! Shall I ever

If the awakening was bitter, let

me remember the dream was very sweet.
Mr. Thompson was to leave us next worn-

and, kind though he was, [ doubted if he
cared much for me. And when he said,
“Augnsta, I have something to say to you,"”’
my heart began to beat, He used to call me
Augusta now and theo, having known me as
a child, but never had he said it sg kindly as
this evening.

Ah, well! T supposz many women have to
go through the ntterness which came to me
Mr. Thompson had met 1 Cousin

tioned Jessie's name, [ knew my fate. With-
out seeing it, I suppose, she had ever stood
between me and every good. She had taken
the frieddship of my best friend, the liking
of my nearest relative—I was not really my
aunt's niece, only her late husband s—and
now she had forestalled me in the love of the
only man I ever cared for. Surely she was
not to blame for that, but, oh! how hard,
how very hard, it seemed to me! The night-
inzale sang in the trees above us, pure bril-
liant stars burned in the sky, the garden was
full of fragrance, and Mr. Thompson went
on pouring Jessie's praises in my ear. She
was 80 handsome, 50 bright, so genial, and
so delightfully innocent. And what do you
suppose he told me all this for? Why, be-
cause he wanted me to go and live with
them. My aunt’s hea'th had been failing of
late. and he was aware that I knew the worst
might soon ecome, so he wanted me to be sure
of a home. I burst into tears.

My dear, goed child,” he cried warmly,
“if I were not going away, I would not have
grieved you =o. ou have, I know, a true
woman's heart. Your dear aunt may live
fardmauy years, only if’ she does not, Jessie
an :

“Pray, don’t!"’ T interrupted. I could not
bear it. The more he praised me the kinder
he was, the more I wept and felt miserable.
At length, at my request, he left me. I grew
cal fter awhile, and went in.

Do play Chopin’s march for us,my dear,"’
said m oor dear aunt! she wanted

“I like it, aunt,”
to play it no more,

“Mr. Thomps=on liked it,”’ she said with a !

sigh. “‘Iwonder he did not propeseto you,’
she said abruptly.

I was silent.

“I wish [ had never asked him here,”
she resumed; “*Ican’t help thinking—"

“Don’t—pray don't!” I‘intermpt.ed.

She did not insist but she made me go and |

sit by her. She caressed me, she coaxed

me. and little by little she drew my secret |

I had |

from me.
“My poor darling,”’ she =aid, when
confessed all, “*he may value you yet.”’
“No, aant, he never will. But pray do
not trouble about me.

| it, and I wiil,”’

I spoke resolutely, and my aunt praised | 1ie sec
| Justiication.

me.

**You have always been the best of girls,”
she said, tenderly, ““and I am glad you have
had confidence in me. 1 did uwot mean to
leave home this vear; but now I will take
vou to the sea side. You must have a change
my poor darling.”

She kissed me. and I remember how calm

| and happy I feit in that gray room, sitting

by my dear aunt’s side, and looking at the
starry &ky.
again as on that sad evening when I had felt
g0 hroken-hearted ; tears rose to my eyes
when | remembered it, and his last kind-
ness, and my foolish, withered hopes ; but
the bitterness was gone from my sorrow.
“You must have a change,”’ said my aunt

again.

Alas! the change came in the moming. |
I went up |

My aunt was late for breakfast. _
to her room and found her calmly sleeping.
But. oh ! too ealm, to deep were those slum-

bers. 'The kind eyes which were rested on |
me in love. were elosed, the voice which bad |

ever spoken in praise and endearment was
silenced for ever and everf,

I suppose it was not Jessie’s fanlt that her |

husband was my aunt's heir-at-law; but |
found it very hard. Poor, dear aunt, she

always did mean to make a will in my favor, |

and she never did. Mr. Norris behaved very
handsomely 1 was told. He

few other articles of no great value, and
my aunt's wardrobe. He kept her jewels,
which were very fine, and the farniture, for
which, as he said truly enough, I
use.

as be cou ;
and must pay the rent whether I staid there

or not, this was no such great favor after all.

God forgive me, 1 fear I was very sinful |

during the dark days that followed. 1 had
some friends who did, or rather said their
best; but there wos one who never came
near me. who gave me no token of his exis-
tence, who had vo kind word for me, who
let me struggle through my hard trial. and
who never offered a helping hand. He might
at least have written, have condoled with me
in my sorrow, but he did not. And yet, he
was 1 the neighborhood. He was often at
Mrs Norris' house. Jessie herself told me
s0. True he had business to tramsact with
her husband ; but still, how could he do it?

He did it, and he did more. Mr. Nm.:z;

Ky

I replied; but I resolved |

| accounts.

| tone. his answer, vexed me.

[ mean to get over |

i

ve me the |
piano, which had been bought for me, and a | me.

all |

had no | ging his tail.

Moreover, he allowed me to remain in |

the cottage till Lady day ; though, perhaps, |
%d not hive in two houses at a time |

lille‘ll‘ii me.

“I have a fancy,’” he resumed, ““that this |

cind lady expected some other ending to our

[ would not answer that question; his
Suddenly he
raised his eyes to mine.

“Did sach a rumor reach you?"" he asked.

[ dould not deny it.
flame. 1 believe I stammered something,
but I do not know what.

“Even you have heand it,”" he said, locking

secretly pleased ; “‘the world is very kind. l
.\ll-i you }-u'“v.'\'l‘\:! 1t, too ! l 11;5-.[ }ll\ju:l_l you |
| knew me better.”

He seemed gnite hurt ; but T offered no
hen he rather formally asked
to be allowed to mention the business that
brought him. So it was business! | scorned
myself far my folly which was not dead yet,
and I bade him speak.

Was I asleep or dreaming? Mr. Thomp- |
| son spoke of my aunt, her love for me, my

forlorn position. and expressed the strongest
wich to take care of me.
“Bt he added with =ome hesitation, *°I

The nightingale was singing | can do so but in one fashion—as your hus-

band. Will you overlook all these pecular-
ities in my temper, which used to annoy you,

[ foar. and take what there is of true and |
| zood in me? Can you. will you do this?”
l‘lt' lf)ukr'_'tl at me n doubt.

Ah! this was

one of my bitterest moments. He cared so

| little for me, that he bad never seen, never |
And he |
I clasped my |
hands and twisted them nervously; I could | eg;
| something of that sort.

suspected how much [ loved him.
expected me to take him so.

not speak at once.

“And you, Mr. Thompson,” 1 gaid atlast. |

“And you—'"
“Well. what about me? Do you mean can

| T too do this?”’

“Yes: can you do it?"’
“Why, surely—else I had never
it allL™’

He had half smiled at the doubt my ques- |
tion implied, and he looked at me as he |
Both look and smile exasperated |

smiled.
“Mr., Thompson,”' I said excitedly,
have not deserved this.

My poor, shagey (Carlo came forward, wag-

dogs ean look when they vainly seek to read
the meaning of a human face.

“He was an outcast,”’ 1 said, looking
Mr. Thompson ; ‘‘he was starving ; he came
to this door; 1 fed him, and he would not
leave it. I took pity on him—I gave him a
mat to lie on and a crust to eat. He loves
me for it: but, Mr. Thompson, I am not
quite so Jow as to be brought to this poor
brute's level—I can take care of myself.”

Mr. Thompson threw himself back in his
chair and uttered a dismayed whistle as I
wade this free commentary upon his pro-

“Well, well,” he said, recovering slowly,
““I ean understand that you should not care
for me, but T did not expect that you would
take it sn”’ : J

“And how ma‘ildll takeit,”" I MM T’J“Yon

ive me pity—ah, I seorn pity Mr. 1homp-
gn- i l:lrveu-mnoet.t.lm , forlorn girl I am
would feel or so? Do you think
donmﬂv how rich girls are wooed and
won? If you cared ln..swufotma,wouke
yogdmtom me with sach language?”’

s o . - \
This is not very flattering to my |
vanity. unless, indeed, us showing my mirg|
1 - - a1 - - ‘
ketable value; is itnow?

My face was in a |

! of [Ell.‘}l‘l'll‘ T

proposed |

He laid his head on my knee |
and looked up wistfully and fondly as only |

.
at |

Solilogquy of a Poor Farmer.

“* Bea I'I!h:f il L’

“Whoa!"

“Let us stop here and rest under the shade
of this tree for the old horse is tired. Ten't
this a beautiful house—just in the edge of
the city. ]
£rass I8 kt'p? cropt like the face of a new sha-
ved man. And look you, Maggy. how thrifty
the trees are.  And how many flowers there
are all about the yard.
the wagon—the horse won't start for he is

too poor and tired to run. Look at the roses, | 3550 200 - ; -
| and the verbenas, and the evergreens, and | :i;l-’:f;t]u" a peor man—that isa
the dahlias, and the fruit trees, and the stat- |~

uary, and the nicely graveled walks, and the
broad steps, and the double blinds, and the
matting before the deor, and the fancy stain-
ed :‘I.l‘%‘; I:_\' the side. and the silver bell ]:11”,

a bright. pretty carriage. And how sleek
the horses look. And how gay the driver is,
with his uniform on. I tell vou, Magey, that
man 1= rich,

Ah, here he comes, stand up on the seat |
It's an old seat—

of the wagzon, Maggy.
covered withan old blanket—but it will hold
vou. I ean see down here. He comes out
Here comes his wife. Ain't
And here comes their
They are

Ah ! They

they dressed nice ?
=on and daughter on horseback.
roing out for a morning ride.

| have started. See how the horses dance

down l!\-'. drive to the road—and =ee how

quick that little boys runs to open the gate. |

“ What are we wasting for ¥

Please sir, we were looking, and didun’t
know but you would like to Iltt_\' some butter,
eggs, \'1".:-.'.{;11111_'-. chickens, berries, flowers or

= _‘!—l?'a' on ,"

All rizht. Sit down Magey. We will go
on to market. We can't sell anything ex-
cept al market, for we have no license, and
it would take all we have to buy a license, —
We could get more for each load of our pro-

duce to peddle it out, but it's against the |

Jaw, so we'll sell for what folks will give us
who have license to =ell.
“Wh y s thas 7'

Ah Magey, I don’t know.

his happy family.
poor. You know, Maggy, I weat to war five
years ago. Then I owned fifty acres of land

on the creek.and there wasn't a dollar to pay |

onit. I went to save the Union. Mr. Bond
paid me two hundred dollars to take his
place, and go to war. 1 went.

You know, Maggy,
went—but like a !
you dried your tears, filled my pockets with
pins, needles and thread —my eyes with tears
—my mouth with kisses, %o
speak, agd told me to go and to earn the
two hundred dollar€ind to keep out of temp-
tation, and to come And then, Mag-

. you ran_into our little bed-room where
-‘i}o}mn\' and little Maggy were born, and hid
yourself, and eried, so | conld not see you
when we all went marching by.

“Don't talle s0 '’ o aii

But, Maggy, I was thinking. And you
know I had two good arms. And I used to
hold you in them, Mlgga—to hold you to
my honest heart, and say (300 bless you, dar-
ling ! And you nsed to p in them, hap-
py and contented. .

T was in a battle.

Iwgnttgv‘:ar.
terrible t. My general as
;m!. Hoiiw:?umlﬁm

It was

L

| .B“nr_l f{:_\l;ivr‘

| men might be slaves,
| -'!"'i 1}“: r(,\t’\"ll'}.lizlhjr. _\"-L (II’L ll'!'}k “'h'dt ] RER SRS ]d ~

| to favor the rich and oppress the poor.

| gave?

' Democracy and building up an accursed Re-

| of the Union—s burning bitter wro

3 I wish Idid. |
“T | Phew ! how the dust flies in my eyes as Mr, |
Carlo. come here.”’ | Bond, for that is his name, dashes by with |
1 spose its cause we re |

how you éried when 1|
rave woman that you are, |

I could mot |

We must pay the town officers.

Mr. Bond, the Bond Holder, pays noth-
inz. The government protects him—but it
can't protect the péor, one-armed fartier whé
fought to save the Union. _

It can't proteet the poor men of the land,

| aais did in'd gt 3
The. grounds are clean, sud the | 88 it did in Demoeratic dayrs

The Bénd Holder takes his éase. He

| no taxes, for Congress says he need not.

he goes to the bank and swaps off his con-

Tt s stand up in { pons for greenbacks, and the government

pays the bank back for what it paid dut, and
pays it for the trouble, It's bettér to be a
oor white
The poor black félks dre fed, and it is
vou and I, Magey. who feed themn—not tha
As if the poor white men of
America were not ¢f more consequente than
the niggers who were freed that the white

How 1 wish the good
old Democratie times would coife again,
when the richi Bond Holder wottld not be

| fastened 11|1-| i poor |.-t‘u[lllt.‘ for support. So

much for
l‘!l' '

r .‘ 2w L] '_; " Ll ]- H h \' -
There iz ofie man—one editér in the'coun
try who thinks as vou and I do, Maggy.
wish every editor in the country thought =o,

tepublican blessings to the pee-

| [ wish all the papers of the country would

say with you d¢nd 1, Magey, that it is wrong
Thers
is one man in the country who dares talk
boldly. as he does, when he =ays that it is

| cowardly, “wicked, unjust and damnable to

build up a Bondocracy at the expense of la-
bor. It is cowardly to send—to hire—té
drive—to entice poor men to war—to buy,
barter and traffic on their poverty and theix
wants—to send them tothe harvest of death,

| and while they are gone steal from them

what they had—to bring them back slaves,
bound in debt. Call you thisequality? Is
this the realization of the promise of Liberty
Is this what we gain by forstkmg

publicanism which grinds thelife out of poor
men!  Ob, it is a shame—a disgrace—an in-
sult to white men—a dishonor to the soldiers
to the
poor white women of America, that the only
true patriots should be, by a Republican Cén-
gress. made the toiling slaves of a coward]
Bond-holding aristocracy who dance, an
ride. and sing, and dress in fashion on the
blood and sweat of toiling millions, OB,
would that some man would dare lead the
way to a remedy for this damnable disease,
for the hardy sons of toil will not kdig be
Javes—(God never ghve to a white coward
the right to grow rich from and besupported
by the carnings of those whose only crime is
poverty. Give us rquuf taxation or repadi-
ation!

—_— - —ew b — —
A STRONG, hearty, lazy fellow, who pire-
ferred begzing for a precaribus subsistence,
to working for 4 sure one, ealled 3t the house
of a blunt Massachusetts farmer, in the
usual language of his race, asked for ‘cold
vic!‘ualr-; and old t'hl:thcx.' " jooking
‘You appear to be a stout, héarty-looki
{pa_n.‘;ni. the farmer, “what do you do fora
iving |
“Why~ rot mnch,’ replied the fellow, ‘ex-
cept traveling about from one place to an-

other. 5 heg
‘T‘rnveling:?o ch 7" rejoined the farmer,

‘can you travel well? -
‘Oﬁm’ returned the sturdy beggar, ‘I

m‘Bmmtﬁ:duM'

_ “Well, .’ said the farmer cooly open-

ing thedoor, ‘let's see you travel.’
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